i6o                      THE TRAITOR.                  (ACT v.

Will tempt me wish I might delay my journey
To Heaven.

Ami. Good Heaven, that we might go together!
Sd. That must not be.
Ami. Then let me go before,
ScL How?

Ami. Make rny suit unto the prince, my blood
May be your ransom ; let me die, Sciarrha,
My life is fruitless unto all the world ;
The duke in justice will not deny this:
And though I weep in telling thee, I shall
Smile on the scaffold.

ScL How my honour blushes
To hear thee, Amidea! in this love
Thou wound'st me more, than thou desir'st to save.
Suffer for me ? why, thou art innocent:
I have provoked the punishment, and dare
Obey it manly * if thou could'st redeem me
With anything but death, I think I should
Consent to live, but I'd not have thee venture
All at one chance.

Ami. Nothing can be too precious
To save a brother, such a loving brother
As you have been.

Sri. Death's a devouring gamester,
And sweeps up all: what think Jst thou of an eye ?
Couldst thou spare one, and think the blemish recom-
pensed,

To see me safe with t'other ?   Or a hand ?
This white hand, Amidea, that hath so often,
With admiration, trembled on the lute,
Till we have prayed thee leave the strings awhile,
And laid our ears close to thy ivory fingers,
Suspecting all the harmony proceeded
From their own motion, without the need,
Of any dull or passive instrument
No, Amidea, thou shalt not bear one scar